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country, but ordinary Londoners were seldom
seen in the Italian streets of Back Hill, Eyre
Street Hill or Warner Street; or in the recesses
of the Ghetto, or in Limehouse or the Dutch
streets of Spitalfields. Few of them knew the
inner courts of Netting Dale and Hoxton, and
artists and poets were never seen in the taverns
of Bankside or  ShadwelL All   these   places
were then enclosed communities. So were many
of the central districts. Chelsea was Chelsea and
Streatham was Streatham. Cromwell Road knew
nothing of Barnsbury, nor Stratford of Dulwich
Village; and only a few cyclists had ever dis-
covered the end  of Finchley  Road. Regent
Street was then an "expensive" street, and even
Oxford Street had not yet become the rendezvous
of suburban housewives. Each district had its
own perceptible key and maintained it. If a
man lived in a mews he was a working-man,
and if he lived in Mount Street he was a man of
quality. If he lived in Bloomsbury he was hard-
upj and if he lived in Prince's Gate he was
wealthy, Kensington was notably Kensington
and had little to do with the other side of the
Park, the not-quite Bayswater; and a young
man of Jermyn Street would not know of the
existence of a place called Islington. The West
End was still the West End. Change was being
felt, and, in a small way, its seclusion was, by its
own invitation, .being invaded by people who